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right cheek as Judy's face grazed mine She was the
restless type and kept moving and changing her
position-----now close, dead close as if dancing cheek to
cheek was a kind of dance and not a tune, and some-
times she'd move out and away as if to say "Enough
is enough. " Yes, Judy was funny that way. She
never could stay still in my arms.
The music stopped again, and Maxine's voice
could be heard at the far end of the room saying:
"That's all, folks/'
Maxine was a queer mixture, for though he knew
he came from Bangalore, he also imagined that
Bangalore was an American town, where the girls
were by the hundreds and where on two hundred a
month you could live like a blooming ra]ah. Day
by day, he was adding to his little pile of dough
and as he sat back between records, he dreamt
of his castle on the Hudson, only it would
probably have to be a bungalow, he knew, 'and there
never was a river with that name in the Bangalore to
which Maxine belonged. But it was something to
live for and Maxine's lifework was dedicated to that
one idea.
He was a youngish man, though well in his
thirties. He wore long hair, the back of his neck
meticulously groomed, his moustache trimmed accu-
rately as if by a nautical instrument, his tie knotted
to the point of a dot, his collar starched and polished,
his waistcoat snug round the body, his suit well-
pressed.